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camera phone

venetians are half open. The shot looks dark over all, with a few 
highlight areas (see: Michael Ribager: On Directing).

“Dr Milroy?” I ask.
I’m continuing to phone film the back of the door, which is 

quite grainy actually, and on which there is a dimly lit cute calen-
dar from Pete’s Pets featuring a muppet (name unknown), a rain-
bow colored scarf that hangs down to the floor, a peeling sticker 
for Classic Coke, a poster of Jean Harlow.

I pan slowly to the right. A half turn. Then left. The book-
shelves provide a rapid line of composition, leaving behind the 
door in the direction of the window and passing such absolute 
winners as An Introduction to Communication by Gerhl and Wesser-
man, past Radical Underworld by Iain McCalman, then his Festival 
of the Waters Special Film Award, shaped as it is like a bronze 
wave, then several novels by John Updike, Modern Myth in the Films 
of Jesús Franco. Light reading, right? until I’m meeting the glow 
through the venetians straight on, which is splitting the frame 
into seven identical widths, and I can make out Milroy.

There’s an obvious flaw in all this which I cannot immediately 
pinpoint. I think perhaps I have done something wrong. The lin-
earity of the thing. The way the action rises. The sense of the-
matic purpose. But for the moment there’s Dr Steven Milroy: his 
head thrown right back as he lies collapsed in his chair, his head 
in a clear plastic bag, his neck in some kind noose hung from the 
curtain rail, and completely buck naked.
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